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Conocchia worked out the menu in advance at the restaurant on the road. 
We eat like Rabelaisian monks. Camilla Cederna has to catch a train for 
Milan, so she asks Fellini to sit at a separate table with her for some final 
questions. Hearing the rest of us praising the rigatoni—a kind of thick 
macaroni—Fellini calls over to Marcello: “Are they really good, Marcé?” 

“T don’t know, I haven’t tasted them.” 

“Not even one?” Fellini persists maliciously. 

“Not even one,” Marcello assures him sorrowfully. We all look at him 
with compassion. Like his laziness and his telephone mania, his appetite is 
a secret to no one. Poor Marcello! He has promised his friend that he will 
stay thin until the film is finished. But memories are not prohibited: 

“Do you know I once drove almost two hundred miles for a meal? I was 
in Florence, making Family Diary, and suddenly one night I wanted the 
kind of tagliatelle that Federico had introduced me to in Rimini. The more I 
thought about it, the more I wanted it. Finally, I jumped in the car, and 
drove off as fast as I could go. Two hundred miles to have dinner after a 
day’s work! But I swear it didn’t seem long. All I did on the whole trip was 
think of the pleasure ahead of me. Then when I got to Rimini I realized I 
didn’t know the name of the restaurant. I stopped for gas, and asked the 
man: ‘Do you know a restaurant called the Red something?’ ‘The Red 
Grotto,’ he said, and I was off like a shot. I went right to the kitchen and 
said I wanted tagliatelle. I sat there on the kitchen table and they went right 
to it while I just stared. And chicken, too, and a lot of other good stuff. It 
was wonderful!” 

How he loves to eat! How his eyes gleam when he tells this story! He 
completely forgets the rigatoni in front of him in the joy of remembering the 
tagliatelle he had six months ago. 

Back in the Cecchignola dust, I gloomily find some shade under an 
arcade and wait for the day to end. My desire to run away does not last 
long. For nothing ever happens according to plan, and even in the worst 
discomfort it is impossible to remain indifferent to the inventions of the man 
who is leading the game. 

The father is sitting on the side of a hole dug in a field. Guido comes up, 
and asks what he is doing there. His father holds out his hands: “It’s much 
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